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" I return hastily from an exploration of sbme usually
veiled sanctuaries of the great temple and enter the hall
when the evening meditation period has run out half its
life. I slip quietly to the floor and straightway assume my
regular meditation posture. In a few seconds I compose
myself and bring all wandering thoughts to a strong
centre. An intense interiorization of consciousness comes
with the closing of eyes.

"Maharshi's seated form floats in a vivid manner
before my mind's eye. Following his frequently repeated
instruction I endeavour to pierce through the mental
picture into that which is formless, his real being and
inner nature, his soul. To my surprise the effort meets
with almost instantaneous success and the picture dis-
appears again, leaving me with nothing more than. a
strongly felt sense of his intimate presence.

"The mental questionings which have marked most
of my earlier meditations have lately begun to cease. I
have repeatedly interrogated my consciousness of physical,
emotional and mental sensations in turn, but, dissatisfied
in the quest of self, have eventually left them all. I have
then applied the attention of consciousness to its own
centre, striving to become aware of its place of origin.
Now comes the supreme moment. In that concentration
of stillness, the mind withdrawn into itself, one's familiar
world begins to fade off into shadowy vagueness. One is
apparently environed for a while by sheer nothingness,
having arrived at a kind of mental blank wall.

'"To-night I flash swiftly to this point, with barely a
skirmish against the continuous sequence of thoughts